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ON A BUST OF DANTE. 



See, fiom this counterfeit of him 
Whom Arno shaJl remember long, . 
How stem of lineiiment, how pirn 
The father waa of Tuscan Bong. 
There but the burning lense of wrong. 
Perpetual care and Bcom abide ; 
Small friendahip for the lordly throng-; 
Distrust of all the world beside. 

Faithful if tlija wan image be. 

No dream hia life wae — but a fight ; 

Could any Beatrice see 

A iovsr in thai anchorite I 

To that cold Ghibaline's gloomy eight 

Who could have gDesBsd the visioDi cmdi 

Of Beautjr, veiled with heBv'nIy light, 

In circles of eternal flame ? 

The lipg, as Cumae'a cavern close. 
The cheshe, with IbbI and Gorrow thin, 
The rigid front, elmoBt morose. 
But for the patient hope within. 
Declare a life vchose course halh been 
Ungullied etill, though still severe. 
Which, through the wavering dajs of ui 
Kept itself icy-chaste and clear. 
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Not wholly luch hit hftggftrd look 
When wandering once, forlorn, ha itrayad, 
With no companion inve bis book. 
To Corvo'a hushed monastic shade ; 
Where, &» the Beoedjctina laid 
His palm upon the pilgrim guest, 
The single boon for which ha prayed 
Tha conreot's charitj' was reel,* 

Peace dwells not here — this rugged fkca 
Betrays no spirit of repose ; 
The sullen warrior sole we trsce. 
The marble man of many woes- 
Such was his mien when first arose 
The thought of that strange tale divine. 
When hell he peopled with his fbes, 
The scourge of many a guilty line. 

War to the last he waged with all 
The tyrant canker-worms of earth; 
Baron and duke, in hold and hall, 
Cursed the dark hour that gave him birth; 
Ha used Rome's harfot for his mirth ; 
Plucked bare hypocrisy and crime ; 
But valiant souls of knightly worth 
Transmitted to the rolls of Time. 

O Time '. whose verdicts mock our own, 
The only righteous judge art thou; 
That poor, old eiile, sad and lone, 
Js Latium's other Virgil now : 
Before his name the nations bow: 
His words are parcel of mankind. 
Deep in whose hearts, as on his brow. 
The marks have sunk of Dante'a mind. 
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DESCRIPTION OP THE IIJPERSO OP DAHTE. 

" Thb Inferno iif Dante is like an inverted cone, whose bun ia at 
the luiface of the etirth, the apex ia tii ceotre. It i» divided into 
JViiu GrcUt, in eacb of nhich is punished a diSerenl lund of un. 
Some of the ciiclei are aubdirided into ai muj more compartment! 
aa there sre different npeciefl of tho Hame un- The circles grow 
■mailer in proportion aa thej approach the centre of the euth, but 
the tormentB increeae in an invena ratio to tbeir circumference. 
At the bottom ie Laetfer, the baua, as it were, and support of 
the whole edifice. Between the Gate of the Inferno and the rivei 
Mchenm, bejood which the inferno properly begins, are tormented 
the VUe and Stifitk — those who knew not how to deserve either 
praise or blame. Between the Acheron and the Styz are contained 
the Antfiee circles, viz ; First, Limbo ; second, of Carnal Sinners; 
third, of Olutlmu ; fbarth, of Prodigal and Avarieimta ; and fifth, of 
Wrat^fvl. Having paned the Blji, we enter the Fortrese of Dim, 
where ne find a vast plane, which is the stitA dreU — the abode of 
HeretUs. We descend from this into the eeeenth cirelt bj a itc^ 
and nigged Sock. In the seventh, eigitk, and ninth drcUs, situated 
between the ragged Kock and Cacytus, are punished the Violent, the 
Framduleitl, and the Trattort." 
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INFERNO. 
HELL. 

CANTO THE FIRST. 

THE FOBEST. 

Midway through our life's jouraey, id a wood 
Obscure and wild I ibund myself astray. 

Ah! to describe how rough it was — ^how rude 
That savage forest— chills me to this day. 

Scarce death more dread thaa its remembnmce were, 
Yet fiuthfuUy what good I gained to show, 

I will discover all I witnessed there, 
Though how I entered it I hardly know: 

For sleep o'ermastered me when first I went 
From the true path, errooeous and forlorn ; 

But having reached the base of an ascent 
Which formed that heart-appalling valley's bourn, 

LiiUng my look, its shoulders I beheld 
Robed in the planet's rays who leads aright 

Through every darksome pass ; this partly quelled 
The fear which froz6 me all that piteous night 
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INFERNO. 



Like oDfl, cast breathless, gasping from the spay, 
Who eyes the watery peri! from the shore, 

So I, still shuddering, turned me to surrey 
The track which none e^er scaped alive before. 

' Then, after easing my worn limbs with rest, 
On through the wilderness I wandered, still 

Keeping my lower foot moat firmly pressed, 
When lo ! beginning now to climb the hill, 

A PANTHER, glist'ning in a dappled hide, 
Averse to fly, though light she seemed and fleet, 

Hind'iing my way, before me I descried, 
And often turned, intending to retreat. 

The time 'was morning, and the sua above 
The world was riding with his kindred stars, 

His old companions, from the day when Love 
Divine first launched their adamantine cars ; 

Hope cheered my heart to mark the dawning hiiglit, 
The season sweet, the creature's lively dress ; 

But soon a LION met my startled sight, 
Whose fearful shape renewed my late distress. 

Raising his rabid head, with hungry mien, 
Tow'rd me he stalked— fright'ning the very air! 

With him, a female wolf — insatiate — loan — 
The curse of millions dwelling in despair. 

Though gaunt, she looked so crammed with every 
lust, 
And caused such honor through my soul to creep, 
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That I began to &Iter and mistru&t 
My power to win the summit of the steep. 

As one who gledns at will his easy gaina 
Until some luckless time when all is lost, 

Then sore disheartened, bitterly complains, 
Ev'n such was I by that mad monster crost. 

With gradual step she strode, and forced me back 
Where the sun failed the silence to illume ; 

But while I thus receded on my track^ 
A fi>nn be&re me glimmered through the glo<}m. 

Darkling amid the deep obscure he seemed,* ' 
Whom laintly marking in that desert glade : 

" Whato'er thou art, O pity me! " I screamed, 
" Whether a mortal man, or but a shade." 

** No nun," he answered } " once I was a man ; 
Mantua my Lombard parents called their home ; 

la Julius' reign, though late, my life began. 
And under good Augustus passed at Rome. 

In those false days, by lying gods o'errun, 
A Poet I ; and saog of him who came 

Prom burning Troy, Auchises' righteoua son, 
When all proud Ilion melted in one Seime. 

But thou, so rough a struggle Why repeat 7 
Why rather climb'st thou not this mountain side, 

* Tbia and luhMquent cipheni relei' (a the hoKb is the Appendix 
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IRFXENO. 



Of all delight the souice and happy seat?" 
Whereto, abashed and wondering, I repUed : 

*' Art thou that Virgil, then, that mighty spring. 
Who pout'st of eloquence so vast a stream? 

light and glory of the race who sing ! 
Let it avail me, that with love extreme 

And zeal unwearied, I have searched thy book ; 
Thou my choice author art, my master thou, 

Thou the sole fountain whence my genius took 
The style whose beauty decorates my brow. 

Behold yon monster in my road! whose rage 
Makes my veins curdle and my pulses quake ; 

Defend me from her, thou illustrious sage !" 
Whereat, observing how I wept, he spake. 

" This horrid glen would'st thou escape unharmed, 
Needs must thou travel back some different way, 

For yonder brute 'gainst which thou criest, alarmed, 
Permits none else on her vile path to stray. 

Nay — every trespasser with death prevents ; 
So had by nature, so accursed at core. 

Her greedy appetite she ne'er contents, 
But after gorging, still howls on for more. 

With many a beast already she hath lain. 
And shall with many more unite in lust, 

Till comes the gsethound, slaying her with pain : 
He will not feed on earthly dross and dust, 
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But wisdom, love, and rirtue ; — be shall dwell 
Twixt the two Feltros ; comfort he shall spread 

O'er Latimn's land, for which Camilla fell, 
Tumus, Eurjralus, and Nisus bled. 

'Tls HE shall worry her through every town, 
Till back to hell, wherelbm she first arose — 

Envy's rank spawn — he shall have dragged her 
down; 
There, for thy good, to lead thee I propose. 

Come, thou shalt follow me, and I will be 
Through regions infinite and dark thy guide, 

Where thou shalt hear the desperate shrieks, and see 
Souls who for ages have in anguish cried : 

These crave a second death, but happier some 
Shalt thou behold who dwell in fames content. 

Hoping at last amid the blest to come ; 
'Mongst whom hereafter would'st thou make th' ascent, 

Unto a spirit worthier fiir than I 
At parting I must render thee ; because 

He, the Great Potentate, who reigns on high, 
Deemed me un&ithful to his holy laws.^ 

He through my guidance, therefore, none admits 
To that pure City where he rules, directs. 

And on his lof^ throne Almighty sits. 
Happy ! thrice happy, whom he there elects ! " 

Then I to him : " Poet ! I desire, 
Ev'n by that God unknown to thee of old; 
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14 IUFB&HO. 

So that myself may acape those evils dire, 
And whatsoever voise remains untold ; 

That thou vill bhng me to the mentioned place, 
Yea let me look upon Saint Peter's gate, 

And view the woes of that abandoned race." 
Then the shade moved, and I behind him straight 
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INFERNO. . 
HELL. 

CANTO THE SECOND. 

SASTE, EUBOLDENED BT TIRelL, FOLLOWS HIM TO HELL. 

Day was departing', and the dusky light 
Freed earthly creatures from their labor's load ; 

I only rose and girt myself to fight 
The struggle with compassioa aod my road. 

Paint it, my memory now, ia truth's own hue ! 
Muse ! O soaring genius help me here I 

O mind, recording aU that met my view \ 
Here must thy native nobleness ai^at. 

Thus I be^an : " O thou who art my guide. 
Poet ! what strength my humble virtue hath 

Examine well, and be my merits tried, 
Ere me Aou trust on such an arduous path. 

The siie* of Silrius ibou ioibtrn'st us, went 
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To realms slenud, animated still 

With sense and U&, in clay corruption pent, 
Permitted by th' Arch Foe of every ill ; 

But gracious heav'n weighed then the high result, 
Both whtt and what should &om his loins proceed -, 

Not to maa's reason seems the cause occult, 
Since he was in the empyreal sphere decreed 

The future fether of benignant Rome, 
And Rome's proud realm, which both were preordained 

To be the holy seat and sacred home 
Of him who sits where greater Peter reigned. 

That visit,* famous now o'er all the globe. 
Revealed events which brought, in season due, 

His final conquest and the papal robe : 
The ' chosen vessel' journeyed thither too. 

To strengthen more that Faith wherein alone 
The primal steps of our salvation lie ; 

But why to me were such indulgence shown ? 
For no ^neas, no Saint Paul am I. 

Me worthy ! no ; I cherish no such dream ; 
Should I resign me to thy charge, I feai 

Th' attempt would prove but madness in the extreme, 
Thou'rt wise ; to thee my meaning must be clear." 

As one who wavers in his wish — by doubt 
Discouraged wholly from his first design, 

Thus I, on hell's dim coast, in thought wore out 
The rash emprise which had before been mine. 

* That Tint — of ^nea« ta the world of ipiriti. 
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" If I thy words have understood aright," 
Serenely answered that majestic shade, 

" Thy mind is rendered impotent by fright, 
Which ofientimes a mortal will invade, 

Thwarting his vahant action, as a beast 
By every shadowy phantom is deterred ; 

From which poor cowardice to be released, 
Mark wherefore I am come, and what IVe heard. 

When first for thee compassion touched my breast, 
With those I dwelt who in suspense remain; 

A LADT called me, beautiful and blest! 
Whom I besought her mandates to explain. 

Brighter her eyes beamed than the ruling star ! 
And thus she spake. In accents mild and low. 

And tones all music, as an angel's are : 
' Know, gracious Hantuan, gentle spirit ! know; 

Thou, whose &me lives, and shall till motion end ! 
In the wild waste, opposed upon his track, 

A friend of mine, yet ah ! not fortune's friend. 
Trembling with terror, from his way turns back. 

And much I fear, by what in heav'n I heard. 
That I to succor him have ris'n too late, 

So far from his true pathway he has erred. 
Then hie thee, Virgil, with thy phrase ornate, 

Yea, with whate'er his safety may require, 
By helping him give comfort unto me ; 
3 
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18 1 N F S B M O . 

I Beatrice* am who thus desire, 
And come from wheie again I long to be. 

Love called me here, love bids me now discourse ; 
When I shall stand before my Master's eye, 

Oft unto him thy praise I will enforce ' — 
The virgin ceased, and thus responded I : 

' O blest with virtue ! which exalts mankind 
Above each race of that inforior sphere 

Whose heav'nly orbit is the most confined, 
Lady ! thy sweet commandment charms mine ear. 

Entreat no more — already thou 'rt obeyed — 
And ev'n such prompt obeying seems too slow ; 

But tell me, wherefore, fiom thy circle strayed, 
Thy longed for home, thou ventur'st here below ? ' 

' Deeply thou questionest ; briefly then,' she said, 
' I will iiifonn thee why without alarm, 

I wander here ; there nothing is to dread, 
Save what perchance may work a brother's harm. 

Such things alone are to be feared, and such 
Have I been fashioned by the grace of God, 

That me thy misery hath no pow'r to touch, 
No, nor the flames of this accursed abode. 

In heav'a one Gentle Mourner so laments 
The sore distress I send thee to relieve, 

* The reader is leqaested to adopt the ItallBn pTonanciatioD of 
Beatrice — Bounding all the i^llables. — Li^ Byrmt't Jfett to Propk. 
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CANTO II. 19 

That Justice in its rigor half relents ; 
From her did Lucia this commaDd receive. 

' Thy servant needs thy help ;' she whispered — ' go ; 
To thy sole care his journey I commit :' — 

Then Lucia, cruelty's most constant fi>e, 
Came where I wont by Rachel's side to sit. 

' Why, Beatrice, praise of God ! ' she said, 
' Speedest thou not thy lover to assist, 

Who for thy sake the vulgar crowd hath fled? 
Hear'st thou ? or can'st thou such complaint resist? 

See'st thou the death wherewith he needs must cope 
Over that stream whose waves like ocean's toss ? * 

She spake — ' no worldling ever sped in hope 
Of profit swiftlier, or in fear of loss, 

Than I, at hearing her mine office teach, 
LeA my loved seat and hither hastening came, 

All confident in thy majestic speech. 
Which thee and all thy pupils guides to feme.' 

Soon as her Ups had reasoned thus, she turned 
Her shining eyes with drops of pity filled. 

Wherefore to aid thee ardently I burned, 
And hunied hither as the maiden willed. 

Twas I who saved thee fiwm the shb-wolf'b wrath, 
O'er the fair mount which hindered so thy road ; — 

What now? why, why dost ialter in thy path? 
Why should thy heart so timidly forebode ? 
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Why art not fearless, resoluto and free 1 
Since three such heings, beautiful and blest ! 

Ev'n in the courts of beav'n watch over thee, 
And so much good my promise hath exprest" 

As flowrets, by the frosty breath of night 
Shut up and drooping, soon as dayUght glows, 

Spring on their stems all open and upright; 
Ev'n so my wearied courage iieshly rose, 

And such gay spirits coursed my bosom through, 
That like a heio I began to say, 

" kind was she to my defence who flew, 
And gracious thou so quickly to obey. 

The truth alone that gentle angel spake, 
In her kind words, while thou thyself, with thine 

Dost in my bosom such desire awake, 
That gladly I renew my first design. 

Then since one wish conducts us both, lead on! 
Thou art my lord, my master, and my guide." 

Thus I addressed the shadow, and anon 
Through the deep woody way began to glide. 
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INFERNO. 
HELL. 

CANTO THE THIRD. 

OF HELL : THE FLICE OF THE SELVISB AND 
SLOTHTFUL : THE BI7EE 1 



" Through me ye reach the City of Despair : 
Through me eternal wretchedness ye find: 

Through me among perdition's race ye &re : 
Justice inspired my lofty Pounder's mind ; 

Power, Love, and Wisdom — heav'niy, first, most 
high, 
Framed me ere aught created else had been, 

Save things eternal — and eteme am I. 
Leave here all hope, O ye who enter in ! " 

These words upon the gateway, overhead, 
In blackest letters written I discerned. 

" Master, their sense is terrible," I said. 
And thus to me the prudent sage returned : 
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" Perish eacti covaid thought; be firm, bo bold *, 
WeVe reached the place wherein, as told thou' wast, 

The miserable race thou shalt behold, 
The good of whose intelligence is lost" 

And thereupon my hand he took in his, 
With a glad look, fiesh courage to bestow, 

And straight unfolded all the mysteries, 
Mid sighs, laments, and hollow howls of wo 

Which loud resounding through the starless air, 
Forced tears of pity from mine eyes at first ; 

For divers tongues, and horrid language there. 
With words of agony, wrath's frequent burst. 

Shrieks, and hoarse voices, with a noise of hands. 
Mingling foreTermore, in tumult strange. 

As when a whirlwind tosses round the sands, 
Tezed the thick aii which knows no season's change. 

And I, ray head in stujad horror bound, 
Said — " Master, tell me, what is this I hear? 

What wretched souls are these in anguish drowned?" 
To which he answered — " This award severe 

On those unhappy spirits is bestowed, 
Of whom nor in&my nor good was known, 

Joined with that wicked crew which unto God 
Nor &lse nor feithflil, served themselves alone. 

Heaven drove them forth, its beauty not to stain ; 
And Hell's profooitd so vile a tribe forbears, 
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From whom no glory could the goilty gain." 
" Master," I asked, " what special pain is theirs ? 

Of what fierce tortures are such groans begot ? " 
" Briefly," said he, " to die they have no hope : 

Envious they are of ev'ry other lot. 
In such a blind and grovelling state they grope. 

The world their hateful mem'ry doth contemn ; 
Mercy herself would scorn for them to plead ; 

Justice disdains them — we'll not speak of them — ■ 
Give them a glance, one only, and proceed." 

Then I who gazed, beheld a flag unfurled, 
Indignant, as it seemed, at any rest, 

So BwifUy, as 'twas borne along, it whirled ; 
And after it a countless legion pressed. 

Such multimdes I ne'er could have believed 
By conquering Death had ever low been laid ; 

And looking round amongst them, I perceived 
Him who through fear the Great Refusal made.^ 

Instant, I comprehended then and knew 
That God himself, and those with Qod at strife 

Alike despised that execrable crow — 
Dead souls, which e'en when living, had no life. 

Naked they wero, and stung firom toe to crown 
By wasps and hornets buzzing round them thick. 

From their scarred &ces to their feet streamed down 
Tears, mixed with blood, which loathsome worms 
did lick. 
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Now, gazing fitrther still, I could discenl 
A crowd upon a river's ample shore. 

" Who are those ? Master, what I fedn would learn, 
Hakes them appear thus anxious to pass o'er ? 

Their forms I scarcely through the gloom can trace." 
" These things," ho answered, "thou shalt know anon. 

Soon as we slack awhile our painiiil pace, 
On the sad margin of old Acheron/' 

Then, fearing lest too &eely I had spoke 
What to my guide importunate might seem, 

I bent mine eyes, abashed, nor silence broke, 
Until we reached the borders of the stream. 

And toward us, in a vessel, rowing, lo ! 
An aged, hoary man, with hair snow-white. 

Came crying, " Wo ! to ye, bad spirits, wo ! 
Never hope ye t' enjoy heaven's blessed sight 

I come to bear ye to the other bank ; 
In darkness infinite — in heat — in cold. 

But thou, who still dost with the living rank, 
Begone ! nor mingle with the dead so bold." 

Then, seeing that obedience I declined : 
" Some other way approach the strand !" screamed he. 

You pass not here — another ferry find — 
Some lighter bark than mine must cany thee !" 

" Tex not thyself, O Charon ! thus His willed, 
Where what is willed is done— demand no more " — 
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C A K T O 1 1 1 . 2S 

My leader thus the shaggy helmsman stilled, 
Who pilots all that livid marish o'er. 

Round his red eyes rolled wheels of living flame; 
But those tired ghosts, quiv'ring like naked birds, 

Their teeth all chatt'ring, paler still became, 
Soon as they caught th' inexorable words. 

Then God Almighty they blasphemed, and those 
From whom they sprung, their parents and their kin ; 

The human race— the seed wherefrom they rose — 
The hour and place they were engendered in. 

So, as all must who fear uot God, the shoal 
Withdrew, loud howling toward that sinful shore ; 

Fiend Charon with his eyes of burning coal 
Beck'ning them, beats each laggard with his oar; 

And gathers them together, as they drop. 
Like leaves in autumn, falling thickly round, 

Each after each, till every tow'ring top 
Yields all its yellow vesture to the ground ; 

Ev'n in like manner, Adam's seed impure. 
Throw from the brink their figures, one by one, 

At given signs, as birds are ta'en by lure. 
Then glide together o'er the waters dun. 

And ere they have departed, draweth nigh 
Another spectral army to the strand. 

" Son !" said my gracious master, " all who die 
In their God's wrath, meet here from ev'ry land. 
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Justice divine still goads them onward so, 
That v«ry fear becomes desire at last, 

And o'er the flood right willingly they go : 
By no good spirit ever is it passed. 

Therefore did Charon of thyself complain, 
And what he meant thou comprehendest now." 

He ceased — ^the gloomy region shook amain ! 
Still its mere memory bathes with sweat my brow. 

Rumbled that land of tears with gathering wind, 
Whence a red lightning flickered over Hell, 

And wholly vanquishing my palsied mind ; 
Ev'n as a man whom sleep o'ertakes I feU. 
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INFEKNO . 
HELL. 

CANTO THE FOURTH. 

THE FISST CIRCLE, OS LIMBO. 

My brain's deep sleep was broken by a stroke 
Of jarring thunder, so that roused upright, 

Like one by sudden violence awoke, 
With eyes refreshed, I rolled around my sight; 

And fixedly I gazed, the place to know 
Wherein I found me — o'er the brink I hung 

Of the dread valley of the abyss of wo. 
Whence gathered groans in ceaseless thunders rung. 

Dark — fathomless it yawned — clouds o'er it curled — 
Down in its depths I pored, but nought discerned ; 

" Descend we now to yonder rayless world," 
The Poet said, and deadly pale he turned ; 

" Thou shalt be second, I will go the first" — 
" Whereto," said I, observing his changed hue. 
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" If thou'rt dismajred, who still my strength hast 
nurst, 
How shall I daie this journey to pursue ? " 

Then he to me : " The anguish thus severe 
Of those who moan below there dye my face 

With pity's tiact, which thou mistak'st for fear ; 
But come, our long road chides this ling'ring pace." 

Herewith he entered, and conveyed me in 
To the First Circle of the pit profound, 

Where nought distinct I heard, but one low din 
Of sighs that shook th' eternal breeze around. 

Sighs born of mental, not of corporal throes, 
Mid countless herds of women, babes and men. 

" Inquir'st not," said my master, " who are those, 
Yon troop of spirits just within thy ken 1 

Ere thou proceed, this to thy knowledge add ; 
No sinners they — ^yet, though their works were good, 

'Tis not enough ; since they no Baptism had. 
Which thy Faith's portal must he understood. 

Christ's coming, too, since they were bom before, 
(And numbered with such hapless ones am I) 

They could but ignorantly God adore. 
For which deficiency alone we die ; 

Punished thus ^ — that in desire we dwell. 
Ceaseless desire where hope hath never birth." 

I grieved to hear him, for I knew right well 
Hung in that Liubo many a soul of worth. 
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" Tell me, my master, tell me sire," I said; 
" T' assure that Faith which sets all douht at rest, — 

By his own merits, or another's sped, 
Scaped any e'er this realm to join the Blest ? " 

Then he, who well my covert meaning knew, 
Answered : " Herein I had not long been bound, 

When an All-puissant One I saw march through, 
With victory's radiant sign triumphal crowned. 

He then led forth our first great father's shade, 
Abel his son, Noah whom Heav'n loved most, 

Law-giving Moses, him who best obeyed, 
Abra'am the patriarch, royal David's ghost. 

Then Israel, his sire, his sons and her 
For whom he served so long, Laban's &ir stem, 

Rachel, with more, to bliss did he transfer — 
No human souls were saved preceding them." 

During these words our pace we did not slack, 
But passed the ibrest — forest let me say — 

So thickly swarmed the spirits round our track. 
Nor had we tea descended on our way, 

When, through the gloom of that black hemisphere, 
A light I noticed which the darkness quelled. 

And partly saw, though still not very near, 
A race of dignity that region held. 

" Thou who all knowlec^ honor'st, aiid all art t 
What souls are those who seem thus glorified 7 
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Why ■Scorn the others are they set apart ? " 
Said he : '* Their names aie sounded fa and wide ; 

Some grace Heav'ti gtsnls them, £>r tity world's es- 
teem," 
So speaking, fell a voice upon mine ear, 

" Honor and glory to the Bard Supreme ! 
Whose shade which left us lately now draws near." 

Then, as this voice grew quiet, and was hushed, 
Four mighty shades I saw advancing, dim, 

No sorrow paled their cheeks nor gladness flushed; 
" Look ! " my good mastar said ; " take note of Him, 

The first, who bears a sword and chief is reckoned, 
'TIS Homer, of all bards the sovereign classed; 

Horace the satirist, he comes the second; 
The third is Ovid; Lucan is the last; 

Since all their voices, mingling thus in one, 
Give me a title which alike we share, 

They do me honor, and 'tis nobly done." 
Thus the whole school I saw assembled, fair. 

Of Him, song's lofUest lord, that o'er the rest 
Soars like an eagle ; they conferred awhile. 

Then tow'rd me nodding, much good will ezprest. 
Whereat my master blandly deigned to smile. 

Nay, honor they devised for me still higher. 
In bidding me with their sage throng unite, 

So I was sixth amid that learned choir, 
And on we moved, still liavelling tow'rd the light. 
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Speaking of things improper for my rhymes, 
Though fitting there, we still pursued our road 

Tov'rd a proud castle, vailed about seven times, 
Round which, a &ir defence, a streamiet Sowed. 

O'er this we passed, as it had solid been, 
And through seven gates, with our companions wise, 

Entered a meadow iresh with living green, 
Where dwelt a race with grave, majestic eyes. 

Authority was writ in every fece ; 
Sweetly they spake, but seldom : we withdrew 

Into an open, luminous, high place, 
So that the whole were &cile to my view. 

Straight was I shown, on that enamelled mead, 
Those mighty spirits whom the world commends. 

Whom to have looked on, makes me proud indeed ; 
I saw Elfictra circled with her friends, 

Hector I marked — ^neas mid the ring — 
Cfesar, all armed and like a hawk, fierce-eyed ; 

Penthesil^a, Camilla too, and king 
Latinus resting by Lavinia's side. 

Brutus I saw, who Tarquiu's tribe expelled ; 
Cornelia — ^Marcia — Julia — chaste Lucrece — 

And Saladin sequestered I beheld : 
1%en, looking up, the master sage of Greece, 

The Stagirite, who there all-honored sat 
Amid his philosophic household band, 
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While Socrates, I marked, and Plsto gat 
Before the rest, and nearest him did stand. 

Thale8 I saw and Zeno at a glance. 
With Anaxagoras — Diogenes — 

Democritus, who thought earth made by cfaance- 
Beraclitus — Orpheus — ^D ioscoiides, 

Skilled in all qualities — Empedocles — 
Seneca — Livy — TuUy — matchless men! 

Earth-measuring Euclid — Ptolemy — with these 
Galen, Hi[^x>crates, and Avicea : 

Averroes, that commentator vast, 
But ah ! of all I cannot duly speak, 

So by my subject is my pow'r surpassed, 
WhAte'er I say compared with truth seems weak. 

We six companions here in two divide ; 
From that still air to one with tempests shook 

I come, conducted by my sapient guide, 
A gloomier part, hy ev'ry beam forsook. 
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INFERNO. 
HELL. 

CANTO THE FIFTH. 

THE SECOND CIBCLE : THE PnNlSHMENT 07 THE UNCHASTE, 

AMONG WHOK DANTE RECOGNISES FBAWCESCA DA KIMIHI. 

Fhoh that First Ciicle parting thns, I went 
Down to the next which giids a lesser space, 

Yet where worse paiys the howling souls toiment ; 
There Minoa grinning stands with hideous &ce : 

He scans the &ults of all who enter in, 
And even as himself he doth enibld, 

Passetb his verdict upon every sin, 
By each revealing spirit £re^ told. 

How many ranks, according to their crimes, - 
Each must descend he Doteth vidi his tail. 

Winding it round his loins so many times ; 
Numbers before him always wait and wail. 

By turns they come to judgment, and confess, 
And hear their doom, then down are hurried straight 
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" O thou, who seek'st this mansion of distress ! " 
Criad Minos, pausing in his work of fiite — 

" Beware ! beware in whom thou would*st confide ; 
Take heed of entering ; trust not this broad way." 

" Wherefore this bootless clamor ?" said my guide — 
'* His destined passage dare not thou to stay. 

Tex thee not, Minos, even thus 'tis willed 
Where what is willed is done — demand no more." 

Then were mine ears with notes of anguish thrilled, 
And countless lamentations pained me sore. 

I reached a spot with not a glimmer blest, 
Which roared like ocean torn by warring storms ; 

Th' infernal blast which never knoweth rest. 
In furious wreck whirls on the shadowy forms ; 

Driving and madly dashing them along. 
And when destruction's very brink they reach, 

Then shriek, then scream and yell the frantic 
throng, 
And heaven's High Eing blaspheme with hotrid 
speech. 

Such pangs, I found, those Carnal Siimers feel 
Who to low impulses their reason bowed; 

And like as starlings, in the winter, wheel 
Theii sdry flight — a large, wide-wavering crowd — 

So that fierce gust these erring spirits blows 
This way, and that way, round the fiery cope, 
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Nor can they find (I will not say lepose,) 
But even of dimimshed pain one hope. 

Or like as cranes — a melancholy swaim — 
Go moaning through the air, in one long trail, 

So I beheld before the pelting storm, 
Those ghosts fiist flying with incessant vail. 

" Master," I asked, " what wretched race is that, 
In this black air scourged thus with pangs extreme ? " 

" The foremost of them," he replied, " once sat 
Empress o'er many-languaged lands Supreme. 

In lust she grew so boundless and so free. 
That, haply so to vindicate her shame, 

She rendered lewdness lawful by decree ; 
Semiramis that is, well known to feme. 

The land the Sultan sways she ruled in pride, 
To Ninus the successor and the spouse ; 

That other is the am'ious suicide,* 
Who to Sicheus* ashes brake her vows." 

Totuptuous Cleopatra next I saw ; 
Helen, the guilty cause of crimes so vast ! 

On great Achilles next I looked with awe. 
Who fought with love eternal, lo the last. 

Paris and Tristan then, and many more, 
More than a thousand shadows as they flew. 

He pointed out to me, and named them o'er, 
On earth whom Ixive's unhallowed passion slew, 

* Dido. 
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When I had heard my teacher call by name, 
These knights and ladies of the oldea time, 

Hy wildered soul compassion quite o'ercame, 
And I began — " Great builder of the rhyme ! 

Fain would I speak with yonder pair who glide 
Together, light, before this whirlwind borne ;** 

" Watch them until they're nearer," he replied, 
" Then by that love whose guidance here they mourn, 

Beseech them — they will come :" whereat I i&d 
Invoke them, when the gale had blown them near — 

" O troubled spirits ! come, unleas forbid 
By some High PowV, your story let us hear." 

As wandering doves, bound homeward, through 
the sky, 
Called by desire, with wings wide open thrown, 

Steadily towM their pleasant dwellings Qy, 
Sped ever onward hy their wish alone ; 

So, &om the throng where Dido ranks, they sailed 
Tow'rd me, through that dim atmosphere malign, 

My passionate entreaty so prevailed — 
" O breathing being, gracious and benign ! 

Who com'st to visit through this lurid air, 
Us, whose heart's blood hath stained the world above, 

To HIM who rules the universe, our pmyet 
Should rise for thy soul's peace, — ^had we his love ; 

But since thou pitiest thus our ill-starred ftte. 
Listen — or speak ; for whatsoe'er ye will 
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CANTO V. 



We are prepared to h,eta of and relate, 
While ibr b space this tornmng blast seems still." 

" My native land is seated on the shore 
Where Po descends in Adria's peace to rest, 

Raging with all his fiilloweis no more. 
Lots, quiokly kindling every gentler breast, 

Fired tfiis fond shadow with the b«auteous form 
Bereft me so ! I shudder at the way — 

Love, who permits no loved one not to warm, 
Me too subduing, charmed with potent sway: 

Ev'n here thou seest the rapture hath not died : 
Love, Love conducted both to one fell death : 

But Cain's own pangs our mardVer must abide :" 
These broken words came wafted on their breath. 

During their speech, low down I hung my head; 
" What thinkest thou ? " inquired my guide — " Alas I 

What tender thoughts, bow strong desires," I said, 
" Reduced them to so dolorous a pass ! " 

Then turning unto diem, I thus began : 
" Francesca ! tears must overflow mine eyes ; 

My pitying soul thy martyr-thioes unman ; 
But tell me — in the time of happy sighs, 

How gave love utterance to your wishes first ? " 
And she to me : " The mightiest of all woes 

Is in the midst of misery to be cursed, 
With bliss remembered ; this thy master knows. 
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Yet, W9uldst thou learn our passion's not and bead, 
As one may speak whose eyes with grief ate dim, 

Ev'n so will I. Together once we read 
The tale of Lanoilot — how Love snared kitn. 

Alone we were, without suspecting aught ; 
Oft in perusal changed our cheeks their hue, 

And oft our eyes each other's glances caught ; 
But one sole passage 'twas that both o'erthrew. 

At reading of the hngedfor smUe which he, 
That burning lover, by his kissing blest, 

This dearest — never shall we parted be \ 
His lips to mine — to mine, all trembling, pressed. 

The writer proved our Pandar with his book — 
That day we read no ferther on." She stopped — 

The other ghost so moaned, that pity strook 
My senses numb, and like a corpse I dropped. 
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INFERNO. 
HELL. 

CANTO THE SIXTH. 

THE THian CIRCLE, OH THAT OF THE GLUTTONS. 

My mind retunuDg which had been so drowned 
In pity, list'ning to that kindred pair, 

Wildered with grief, I maik, on gazing round, 
New pangs, new victims, writhing ev'rywhere. 

Where'er I move, where'er mine eye explores 
The peopled gloom, where'er I taiu again : 

For the Third Circle now I reach, where pours 
One heavy — cursed — cold — relentless rain. 

Thick, muddy water — snow and hailstones coarse 
That rayless atmosphere, eternal, drench ; 

Ceaseless the fiood, unchanged in kind or force. 
The land it soaks is putrid with one stench. 

Fell monster Cerberus, with hideous clack 
Barks at the sinners with his triple jaws, 
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Red eyes he hath — a beard bedaubed and black— 
A stomach tui^ — armed with iangs his paws. 

Tis his th' unholy crew to tear and rend 
Whose yells are like the bowlings of a hound, 

In that mad storm, and often to deiend 
One with the other side, they turn them round. 

When Cerberus, that serpeot's o&pring grim, 
Spied us, his mouths he opened and exposed 

His jaggy tusks, quiv'ring in every limb. 
Hereat my guide stooped down, with hands unclosed, 

And filled them with a portion of the mire. 
Which down those rar'nous throats he straltway cast 

As bays a greedy dog with fierce desire, 
But4juiet grows, mumbling the snatched repast 

For which alone bis hunger fights and strains, 
Ev'n so were hushed those ugly gullets three 

Of dev'iish Cerberus, whose howl so pains 
The dizzy ghosts that deaf they long to be. 

We walked o'er shadows by the bitter sleet, 
Battered and crushed, and on their empty forms 

Which seemed corporeal, trod with trembling feet; 
As on the ground they lay in huddling swarms. 

All saving one, which started up and said, 
As on we strode past that poor, sitting ghost, 

" O thou ! who through this horrid Hell art led, 
Speak, recognize me, if my fece thou know'st ; 
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Before I died full surely thou wast bom :" 
" Haply," said I, " thy tortures here erase 

All recollectioQ of that look forlorn ; — 
Till now methinks I never saw thy &ce. 

Speak then, who art thou, iu this region dun, 
Shut up mid such foul agonies to pine? 

Greater there may be^ — more disgusting none." 
Said he, " Thy native city once was mine :• 

Within those walls which with an envious crew 
Like a heaped sack run o'er, my sweet life passed; 

Ciacco, my townsmen, I was called by you, 
Through Gluttony's damned sin I fell at last 

Thence am I thus by this fierce tempest bruised; 
No single suff'rer — all this wretched herd, 

My brother ghosts, are thus severely used 
For a like fitult ;" — he ended with this word. 

" Ciacco," said I, " thy miserable fete 
Tempts me to tears and weighs my manhood down, 

But tell me, if thow tnow'st, what griefe await 
The citizens of that divided town ? — 

Dwells any just one there ? — ^inform me why 
Tis thus o'erwhelmed in Discord's raging flood ? " 

" AAer long contests," this was his reply, 
" Th' opposing sides shall come at last to blood. 

The forest faction shall in fiiry drive 
The other out, but soon itself must bow ; 

* Florence. 
6 
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Within three Suns that other shall rerive, 
Strong in his aid who coasting comes e'en now. 

Long time a lofty part it shall sustain, 
Making its foes beneath harsh burdens groan, 

Howe'er they chafe and fret themselves in vain. 
Just persons two there are — unheard — unknown. 

Envy, and Pride, and Avarice, these three 
Pernicious sparks have set all hearts on £ie." 

He ended speaking in this mournful key : 
" Say on ! " I cried — " grant further my desire. 

Tegghiaio — Farinata — ^both confessed 
Such worthy men ; Arrigo — Mosca too, 

Jacopo Rusticucci, with the rest 
Who bent their talents virtuous deeds to do ; 

Pain would I greet them, tell me if they dwell 
(An earnest longing thrills my soul to know,) 

Soothed by Heaven's airs, or poisoned in this Hell ? " 
Said he, " with blacker souls they're sunk below ; 

For diflfrent faults down tow'rd the bottom huried : 
If thou descend, their spirits thou may'at see. 

O ! when once more thou walk'st ihe pleasant world, 
Then, I implore thee to remember me ! 

I say no more, nor ferther give reply " — 
He hung his head, and turned his face away, 

Scanned me s little with a sidelong eye, 
Fell mid those groping ghosts and grovelling lay. 
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Hete spake my guide : " Nothing shall rouse him 
now 
Till, when th' angelic trump shall rend earth's womb, 

Their Mighty Foe shall come with radiant brow, 
Then each again must find his dismal tomb ; 

Then each his flesh and figure shall regain, 
To hear the pealing of th' eternal doom." 

So with slow footsteps, mid the filthy rain. 
Mixed up with shades, we struggled through the gloom. 

And touching slightly on the future state, 
" Master," said I, " the pangs which these abide, 

After the Judgment, will they be as great, 
Or less, or worse ? Return thee," he replied, 

" To thy philosophy,* which teaches this ; 
As grows a thing more perfect, even so 

Its sense grows keener, both of pain and bliss. 
Ne'er can these wretches true perfection know, 

Yet must they look to be more perfect then." 
With this, and more which I conceal, we wound 

About that road until it sloped again ; 
Here Plutus that Atch-enemy we found. 

ATJitotle'i. 
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HELL. 



CANTO THE SEVENTH. 

THE FOUBTH CIBCLE — THAT OF »ISEBS AND PRODIGALS ; 
ES7ECIALLY AMONQ THE CLEXGT — ALSO THE FIFTH CIRCLE, 
WHEREIN THE HALEVOLENT AND ANGST ARE FtTNISHED. 



" Here, Satan, Alpha! Fiince and Pontiff, here ! " 
Plutus began with accent harsh and hoarsQ ; 

Whereat, th' omniscient sage, my soul to cheer. 
Said : " Fear not thou, nor ^tei in thy course. 

Thy destined passage down this craggy path 
He shall not hinder — vain is all hia might." 

Then turning to those lipa that swelled with wrath, 
" Silence, curst wolf!" he cried; "keep down thy 
spite. 

On thine own entrails let thy fury feed ; 
Not without warrant are these depths explored ; 

Tis willed on high, where Heaven's adult'rous 
breed, 
Proud rebels ! fell by Michael's vengeful sword." 
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As well-fiUed sails which in the tempest swell, 
Drop, with folds flapping, if the mast be rent. 

So to the earth that cruel monster fell, 
And straightway down to Hell's Fourth Pit we went 

Now deeper yet we pierced that doleful coast, 
Earth's universal evil which contains : 

Just God ! ah who may reckon such a host 
As there I witnessed of new throes and pains. 

Of our own crimes why should we scourges make ? 
Since not the leaping waves which upward spout 

O'er wild Charybdis, when they mount and break, 
Than this damned ciew, more madly bound about. 

For here I marked a still more num'rous flock, 
With shrieks and tugging breasts, fiom side to side, 

RolUng huge weights which struck with violent 
shock ; 
Then turning round, they rolled them back and cried. 

In mutual censure, " Wherefore did ye keep ? " 
And " Why did ye, so wasteful, throw away ? " 

Then tow'rd the point opposed I saw them sweep. 
On either hand, to meet in fresh affray. 

Thus, chanting ever their reproachful song. 
Thereby upbraiding still each other's fault. 

Back through their dismal round, the toiling throng 
Like tilters came, renewing the assault 
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Heart-stung with grief, I said : " maater, miae ! 
What race is this 1 and those on our right hand, 

With shareo crowns — the sacerdotal sign — 
Belonged they to the Clergy's holy band ? " 

" All these," he answered, " had their mental sight 
So &r distorted in life's former scene, 

They never used their worldly wealth aright; 
And this is plainly what these outcries mean ; 

As doomed for different sins tow'id either bourne 
Of this sad round, they diversly advance, 

There, mid yon Cle^y, with their tresses shorn, 
Popes lead with Cardinals th' eternal dance ; 

Avarice o'er these once held sole masterdom." 
" Teacher," said I, " amid that restless herd, 

Surely acquainted I should be with some, 
Who to my knowledge once so foully erred." 

"Tain thought!" he answered; "since the dark 
disgrace 
Of their ill-spent and ignominioos life. 

Their forms from all remembrance doth effiice ; 
Here aye they clash in this perpetual strife ; 

Those with clipped locks, and these with fists shut 
close, 
Shall quit their sepulchres ; for all were thrust 

Either by Avabice, or Pbofusion gross 
From the &ir world t' encounter in this joust 

I will not smooth it o'er with phrases bland. 
Now may'st behold, my son ! how frail a bubbin 
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Is that vaiu good, consigned to Fortune's hand, 
For which thy race £ret oat their hearts with trouble. 

Since all the gold that underneath the moon 
Was ever dug, or in the mine yet glows, 

Could not procure one weary soul the boon, 
The trifling pittance of an hour's repose." 

» O master mine ! still more I would be told -, 
This Fortune whom thou mention'st, what is she, 

Who seems all riches in her clutch to hold?" 
" Poor creatures ! " he replied — " how blind are ye ! 

Through what excess of ignorance ye &11 ! 
Would ye might learn, from this discourse of ours, 

That He whose wisdom so transcendeth all, 
Who gave the heav'ns be framed presiding pow'rs, 

That sphere to sphere might each responsive shine, 
And every part with equal radiance beam ; 

So to earth's glories also did assign 
One general guide and guardian pow'r supreme. 

She in due time wealth's empty dower translates. 
From race to race — from blood to blood — unchecked ; 

Hence come the glory and decay of states ; 
Obeying all a pow'r whom none suspect ; 

For, like a. serpent in the grass concealed, 
While mortal wisdom 'gainst her fights in vain. 

She, ev'n as other gods their sceptres wield, 
Disposes, guides, and regulates her reign. 
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Ko trace to her mutations ia allowed; 
Necessity compels hei to move fast ; 

So thick the claimants on her bounty crowd ; 
Tis she Against whom such mangling terms are cast : 

Ev'n those who most should praise, blaspheme her 
most; 
But her their curses little can annoy, 

For blest is she — and with her fellow host '. 
The first created, fills her sphere in joy. 

Now to more piteous torments we'll descend. 
Since every star which shewed its rising ray, 

When first I sped, thy journey to befriend, 
Is sinking fest and chides out long delay." 

The Circle traversing, its brink we gained. 
Just o'er a filthy fount of purplish hue ; 

This, boiling over, by a ditch was drained, 
Which the dark water hardly struggled through. 

Entering another way with that sad rill. 
Whose inky dribblings down beside us crept, 

Wo still accompanied its course, until 
In that morass whose name is Styi they slept. 

Here at the scowling precipice's base 
I stopped, intently gazing, and beheld 

Plunged in that bog a smeared but naked race, 
With wrathful eyes and veins with anger swelled. 

These not with hands alone each other beat, 
But headlong rushed, butting and striking sore, 
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Met breast to breast, and fought vith furious feet, 
Yea, peacemeal with their teeth each other tore. 

** Behold ! my son," my gracious master said, 
" The souls of those whom Anger overthrew ; 

And O ! believe me, in the loathsome bed 
Of this rank fen are myriads, hid from view. 

They sigh below and by their sighing stir 
The sur&ce bubbling as you see around, 

Fixed in the slime they munnur; ' sad we were 
In the glad air, and on the sunshine frowned : 

Still in our blood a sullen vapor floats — 
Sad in this dreggy bottom we remain' — 

This doleful chant they gurgle in their throats, 
Too choked with mire distinctly to complain." 

Thus, a great circuit making 'twixt the mud 
And the dry bank, we reassumed oui pace. 

Gazing on those who swilled the nauseous flood: 
At length we stopped beside a turret's base. 
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HELL. 

CANTO THE EIGHTH. 

THE BITEB STYX, AND THE CITY OF DIS. 

RESDMma my suspended strain, I say 
Ere to the fimt of that high tow'r we came, 

Up roved our eyes — its suminit to survey — 
Caught by a signal fcom a double flame. 

A£ir, another answ'ring beacon burned, 
Dimly and distant — almost out of sight : 

Unto that Sea of knowledge then I turned, 
And questioned him ; " What means this lofty light? 

And who may those who fire yon cresset be ? " 
" Yonder," said Tirgil, '* on the filthy bog, 

What is about to happen thou shalt see, 
Unless the pool conceal it with its fog." 

Never an arrow bounded from a string. 
Whizzing so lightly through the upper air, 
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As I beheld a ba^ — a little thing — 
Cleave the thick, clouded flood and tow'rd us bear. 

A single pilot steered it o'er the wave, 
Who cried, " Art come, dark spirit and abhorred ?" 

"Phlegyas! Phlegyas! vainly dost thou rave ; 
Bootless, this time, thy clamor •" said my lord ; 

" We are thine only while thou row'st across" — 
Idke one who inly gmmbleth when he hears 

Of some foul &and whereby he saffereth loss, 
Grim Phlegyas in bis gathering lage appears. 

Then with my guide I stepped aboard the bark 
Which till my ent'ring seemed devoid of weight ; 

Soon as I trod that vessel old and dark, 
The prow cut deeper with th' unwonted freight 

And ploughing on through that dead sea of slime 
One rose before me, all begrimed with clay, 

Growling, " Who'rt thou, who com'st before thy 
time?" 
Said I : "Although I come I shall not stay. 

But who art thou, so hideous in thy pain? " 
" You see," he muttered, " I am one who mourn." 

" Curst spirit ! " I answered, " in thy pangs remain — 
I know thee, ev'n thus filthy and forlorn." 

'Gainst us both hands he liiled, with a frown; 
Observing which, my leader thrust him back, 

Crying, " Detested dog ! down with thee ! down ! 
Go beastly wretch, and join thy fellow pack." 
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Then roundabout my neck his aims he threw, 
And kissed me saying, " Thou indignant soul ! 

Blest she, within whose womb thy burden grew ! 
On earth his insolence brooked no control ; 

No goodness o'er his name a lustre flings ; 
Thence raves he thus forever, mad with wrath ; 

And 0, what numbers now are mighty kings, 
Who here, like swine, must wallow in this bath ! 

What execration shall their memories wake ! " 
*' Master," said I ; " my wish 'twould mainly please, 

Before we disembark from this black lake, 
To see him, weltering, plunged beaeath its lees." 

He thus rejoined: " Beibre we come much nigher 
To yonder shore, which is not yet in sight, 

Thou shalt enjoy the full of thy desire. 
And witness what will give thy soul delight." 

So, shortly I beheld that loathsome race 
On the foul ghost with horrid fiiry fell, 

For which my thanks I render to God's grace. 
" Philip Argenti ! at him ! each and all ! " 

This was their cry : the frantic Florentine 
With hia own teeth his limbs in anguish tore. 

Helplessly raging 'gainst his foes obscene : 
We left the miscreant here — Of him no more. . 

Now lamentations loud my hearing stun ; 
Forward I send mine unimpeded eye, 
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While thus my gracious master: " Nov, my son, 
To the daric walls of Dis we're drawing: nigh : 

There the sad residents by myriads grieve." 
" O master mine ! Its minarets and spires 

Plain from yon hollow peering I perceive, 
All red — as issning from enormous fires." 
" As thou descri'st," he answered, " they are dyed 
By inward fires, in this low Hell unquenched." 

So up the ditches we began to glide, 
Which that dleconsolate domain intrenched. 

The dismal town meseemed was iron-walled; 
A great way round we struggled through the scum, 

Until arrived where loud the helmsman bawled, 
" Out with ye ! to the entrance ye are come." 

Then I beheld tow'id ihoae dark portals drive 
More than a thousand, hurled &om heav'n, who said 

In angry tones : " Who's this that still alive. 
Invades the gloomy kingdom of the dead ? " 

Here my sage master those proud spiirits becked. 
That privately with them he fiiin would talk; 

Whereat, their contumely slightly checked. 
They said ; " Walk hither then — but singly walk. 

Let him so rashly venturing to this reign, 
By his own wit retrace his foolish road. 

Aye let him try — thou only shalt remain 
Who guard'st him through this terrible abode." 
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M INFBSNO. 

Think, reader, how I shuddened as I faeaid 
The 8U1I7 speech of that accursed crew, 

Foreboding sadly Irom each bitter word 
That nevermote the sunlight I should Ttev. 

" O my dear guide ! whose kindly hand," I said, 
" Through perils infinite and foes unknown, 

More than sev'n times, my fiilt'iing feet has led, 
Leave me not now all helpless and alone ! 

Since fuitheT progress is to us denied, 
Together quickly let us travel back :" 

Whereat my leader and my lord replied — 
" Fear not; our destined course no pow'r can slack. 

'TIS not for them to stop what Heav'n ordains ; 
Abide thou here, while I to greet them go ; 

Cheer up ! let hope invigorate thy veins — 
111 not desert thee in this world below." 

The gentle &thei leaves me here behind, 
To speak with them, while I remain in doubt — 

With uo and yea contending in my mind ; 
Nor could I hear what they conferred about: 

But with our foes he did not long debate, 
For they, their swiftness putting to the proof. 

Rushed back and bolted in his fece the gate ; 
Returned he then to where I stood aloof. 

Slowly, with fitful pace, and drooping lids, 
And downcast eyes, he came, and sighing spake : 
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CANTO VIII. 55 

" Who to yon dreary walls my way forbids? " 
Then unto me : " What though mine ire they wake ? 

Fear not bat in this contest I shall win, 
Let them against me struggle ne'er so hard : 

This gang ere now as insolent hath been 
Up at that portal found for aye unbaned. 

Its fetal, dark inscripUon thou hast read ; 
And even now, descending by the slope, 

Comes without escort, through the circles dread, 
Onb whose proud hand this region's gate shall ope." 
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INFERNO. 
HELL. 

CANTO THE NINTH. 

THE CITY OF DIS, AND THE 7EKBIBLE ABODE OF THE 
ABCH-H 



The craven color which my £ice had shown, 
When sadly back I saw my leader glide, 

Soon checked the transient flushing of his own ; 
Heark'ning he stood, intent and eager-eyed. 

But ill his gaze could &thom that thick air, 
As thus he spake : " In this approaching &ay 

Conquer we ought, . . unless ... yet why despair ? 
Such help draws near — despite this long delay.'* 

I noted well how his conclusion veiled 
The doubtful words wherewith his speech began, 

So that the tenor of the sentence iailed ; 
Yet through my heart a timid tremor isn, 

For haply to his halting phrase I gave 
A worse constraction than the bard intended. 
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" Sajr—to Ae bottbw of this flirft ftohcart 
Hath ever any fiwtti abdve descended ? 

Any of those vho silSet ih ^uspedse ? " 
To this inquiry thUS ay lotA. rej^ifed : 

" Rarely hsth fena af usj dfescehdiiig thibfee, 
Trod the d«ik way through which thy Steps 1 ^ide. 

When &At ih flesh I ceased to he immured, 
'TIS tfUe that hithbtVahl I ^htlnced to strays 

By that EHcthti's bHlel art conjured, 
Who coiild rebdtl dead spirit^ to th^It clay. 

She bade tbfe enter yofadet wallfe to lead 
A ghobt &enl that bad round where Judas lies; 

The lowest circle, most obscure and dread, 
And fafttiest fibtti the all-emhracih^ sides. 

I Imow the ibad ; thy vain inisttiist forbear ; 
The marsh 6'et which these noisottte vapors brood 

Girdles and guaMs the Oity of Despair, 
"Where without strife riOne ever can intrude." 

Yet fderie he said which I remember not; 
Having beefO wtdlfy t^shed by mine eye, 

Tow'rf the toW*rs top,' which glistened cHmson hot, 
While flashed in sight three hell-bom £ends on high. 

Furies — blOod-stedned — feinale in limbs and air ; 
About their waists were greenest hydrsis wounfl ; 

Homeii snakes and viperis formed ihc^ horfid hair. 
Dangling in braids their savage temples roti'nd. 
6f 
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Then he who well the hazard handmaids knew 
Of everlasting sorrow's doleful queen, 

Exclaimed ; " Look there ! yon fierce Eiinnas view *, 
Megffira yonder on thy left is seen ; 

There, on thy right, the sad Alecto wails ; 
Bewixt them scowls Tisiphone " — this spoke, 

He ceased : they tore their bosoms with their nails, 
Sore bruised themselves, and hideous outcries woke. 

Close to the gentle bard I clung dismayed : 
" Bring forth Medusa ! turn the wretch to stone ! 

Badly th' assault of Theseus we repaid :" 
Thus, glaring down, all shrieked with threat'aing 
tone. 

" Turn ! " cried the Poet — *' cover quick thine eyes ; 
Shouldst thou but glance upon the Gorgon's head. 

Never again could'st thou behold the skies." 
My hands distrustiDg, with his own instead, 

He turned me round from their vindictive ire. 
And with his shadowy fingers veiled my gaze ; 

O ye whose intellects are sound ! admire 
The mystic meaning my strange verse conveys. 

Swept now amain those tuibid waters o'er 
A tumult of a dread, portentous kind, 

Which rocked with sudden spasms each trembling 
shore, 
Like ibe mad rushing of a rapid wind. 
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C A M T O I Z . 59 

As when, made fuiious by opposing heats, 
Wild through the wood th' unbridled tempest scours. 

Dusty and proud, the clinging forest beats, 
And whirls abroad the branches and the flowers ; 

Then fly the herds — the swains to shelter scud. 
Freeing mine eyes — '■ Thy sight," he said, " direct 

O'er the long-standing scum of yonder flood, 
Where most condense its acrid steams collect" 

As frogs before their enemy, the snake, 
Quick scatt'ring through the pool in timid shoals. 

On the dank ooze a huddling cluster make, 
I saw above a thousand ruined souls 

Flying from one who passed the Stygian bog. 
With feet unmoistened by the sludgy wave ; 

Ofl from his fiice his left hand brushed the fog 
Whose weight alone it seemed, annojrance gave. 

At once the messenger of heaven I kenned, 
And tow'rd my master turned who made a sign 

That hushed I should remain and lowly bend ; 
Ah me ! how full he looked of scorn divine ! 

He reached the portals — with a little rod 
Touch'd them — unbolted, instantly, they flew ; 

Then on the horrid threshold as he trod; 
" O heav'n-expelled ! " he 'gan — "accursed crew !_ 

What fi^ntic pitch of insolence is this? 
Why vainly kick; against the will Supreme 
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Whose mighty aim. vas. neTiet- known, to miss ; 
'VfhJich oft bath added to your pains eztieme ? 

Hope ye in £ghting with, the Fates- to win 1 
Your Cerberus, bethink ye, to this day, 

Beajs he oot hairless bis galled throat and chin 7" 
This said, he journeyed back his loathsome wajr. 

Nor did he deign to notice us, but wore 
The look of one whom, graver caces weigh down, 

Than any heed of whom he stands beibre ; 
Securely then advanced we tow'id the town. 

His ha^owed' words ftesh confidence inspired ; 
The gates we passed without a farther fray ; 

And, I, who curiously to see desired 
Their state who pent in such a stronghold lay, 

Soon as I entered, sent my gaze around, 
And lo ! a champain vast on ev'ry side, 

Wherein all torments, and all grie& abound, 
I mark with wonder, stretching fax and wide. 

Ev*n as,at Aries, iKhere spreads the stagnant Rhone, 
Or as at P«la, where Claamaro's waves 

Bathe and bound Italy, the fields are strewn 
And rendered ridgy with aUioueand graves.: 

So, though mpr^ horrible, this.region seemed^ 

>r here mfd sepulchres were sprinkled fires, 

Wherewith.Ui' enkindled, tombs. alUbujning gleam- ' 
ed, 

ital more 6^xd7.k<H\W art nviniras. 
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Their Uds were all suspended, whence arose 
Distressful gioaiis aod. muinturs oi lameot, 

As though from Trretches Ranged in direst woes. 
" Master," said I ; " What. siimeES. here lie pent? 

What buried race tbas mutter J&om the vaults 1 " . 
He answered thns: " Thl Arch-Hsielics behold ! 

Leaders of sects, with all who shared their fenlts.- 
Here like with ll&e, each with his kind' inumed, 

In tortmBS.more or less intense are caat:" 
So sayingt to th?. right my mastoz turned, 

l%en Hwixt the tombs and lofty tow'ra we passed. 



Dictzed by Google 



INFERNO. 
HELL. 

CANTO THE TENTH. 

THE BOBNIMG TOMBS OV THE AECH-HEBETICB. 
riSINATJ. DEQLI UBEXTI : CATAI.CAHTE DE' i 



Novr by a nanow path my master wiods, 
Conducting me 'twLxt those tormenting tombs 

And the town walls. *' O thou, whose goodness finds 
A passage for me through these impious glooms ! 

Say, sovereign Virtue ! satisfy my hope ; 
May man behold the wretches buried here 

In these dire sepulchres ? — the lids are ope — 
Suspended all — and none is watching near." 

To this he answered ; " When they come at last 
Clothed in their now ibrsahen frames of clay, 

From dread Jehoahaphat* — the judgment past — 
These flaming dens must all be barred for aye. 



To iBise the natiooB under ground ; 
Then in the valley of Jebosbaphat 
The judging God shall close the book of Fate ; 

And theie the last HsaiEea keep 

For thoae who wake, and those nbo sleep." — Drtdbh. 
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Here in their cemetery, on this side, 
With his whole sect is Efncunis pent, 

Who thought the spirit with its body died : 
Soon, therefore, thy desire shall be content — 

Ay, and the secret wish thou hid'st from me :" — ■ 
*' Good guide," I said ; " I only veil my heart, 

Lest of mine utterance I appear too free: 
Thyself my monitor of silence art" 

" O Tuscan! thou who com'st with gentle speech, 
Through Hell's hot city, breathing fiom the earth; 

Stop in this place one moment, I beseech — 
Thy tongue betrays the country of thy biith. 

Of that illustrious land I know thee sprung 
Which in my day perchance I somewhat vexed." 

Forth from one vault these sudden accents rung 
So that I trembUng stood with fear perplexed. 

Then as I closer to my master diew — 
"Turn back! what dost thou?" he exclaimed in 
haste — ■ 

" See ! Farinata rises to thy view — 
Now may'st behold him upward firom his waist." 

Full in hia face already I was gazing. 
While his front low'red, and his proud bosom swelled, 

As though ev'n there, amid his burial blazing, 
Th' infernal realm in high disdain he held. 

My leader then with ready hands and bold. 
Forced me tow'rd him, among the graves, to pace, 
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Saying; " Thy liun^hts in ofen vonbi iinfUd.^ 
So by his tomb I stood— beside its baae. 

Glancing upon me widi a scotofiil air, 
" Who were thine ancestors ? '* he coldly a^ed. 

Willing to answer, I did not fb^Mat; 
My name or lineage, bot the whole nnmaeked. 

Slightly the spirit raised his haughty brows, 
And said: " Thy sires to mine were aye adverse — 

To me, and to the canse I did espouse-^ 
Wherefore their legions twice did I disperse.*' 

"What though they banished were? they all re- 
turned, 
Each time of their expnlsion ;" I reined t 

" That is an art thy Party never learned. 
Hereat arose a shadow at his side : 

Uplifled on his knees he seemed to me, 
For his face only to hia chin was hate ; 

And roundabout he stated, as though to 80e 
If other mortal with myaelf were there. 

But when that momentary dream was o''er. 
Weeping be groaned—" If thou this dnngeon diifi. 

Led by thy soaiing genius dost explore,. 
Where is my son ? ab wberefora Mng'st not him ? '^ 

" Not of myself i seek this realm foHom^- 
He who wails yimder manh^ ae my read ; 
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CAKTO X. 65 

Whom once perchance thy Guido had in scorn ; " 
My recognition thus I fully shewed ; 

For in the pangs on that poor sinner wreaked, 
And in his question plain his name I read — 

Suddenly starting up — " What ! what !" — he shriek- 
ed; 
"Say'st thou, 'he Aad?' what mean ye! is he dead 7 

Doth heaven's deal light his ejre no longer bless ? " 
Perceiving how I hesitated then, 

Eie I responded to his wild address, 
Backward he sunk, nor looked he forth again. 

But that pioud soul who first compelled^my stay, 
The same unalterable aspect wore ; 

Moved not his neck, nor turned him either way ; 
Stood fixed ; then thus continued as before — 

" And if that art my brethren could not learn, 
It more torments me than this fiery couch ; 

Yet — fifty times ere Luna's visage burn — 
How hard that lesson is thyself shall vouch. 

But tell me, 1 implore thee, so may'st thou 
In the sweet world forevennore remain ; 

Why that vindictive people still avow, 
In all their laws, their hatred of my strain ?" 

I thus : « The carnage of that vast defeat, 
Which dyed the waters of the Arbia red, 
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Provoke such edicts from out judgment seat" 
Hereat the spirit sighed, and shook his head : 

" Not singly," he replied, — " in arms I rose ; 
Nor without reason, for the cause was just: 

Bat once I singly stood — when all her foes 
Would lain have laid my Florence in the dust ; 

TTien I, alone, opposed that base decree.^ 
*' Pry'thee," said I, " this complicated knot 

Resolve and set my tangled reason fiee, 
So be a long repose thy children's lot 

If rightly I conceive you, it appears 
Your eyes foresee whatever Time's dark hand 

Is leading forward in the lapse of years. 
Yet of the present naught ye understand." 

" True," he rejoined — " we see indeed like those 
Whose vision is imperfect, things afar. 

Thus much of light the Lord of light bestows ; 
To all near objects wholly blind we are. 

And nothing know we of your human state 
Save some one else our ignorance advise : 

So, when for aye is shut the future's gate, 
Enow, &om that instant, all our knowledge dies." 

Then, with repentance for mine error stung, 
" Tell," I entreated, " yonder fallen shade, 

His SOD still walks the breathing world among ; 
And tell him why mine answer I delayed: 
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Say that my mincl with misconceit was dim, 
Of which thy teaching now has cleared my thought" — 

Here my conductor called me back to him : 
Hastily then the spirit I besought; 

" Say, with thyself what fellow sufferers herd ?" 
" Upward," he answered, " of a thousand more, 

The second Frederic is here intened — 
The Cardinal too — the rest I'll not name o'er." 

He vanished here, and tow'rd the ancient bard 
] paced, much pondering what the sentence* meant 

Which as it seemed, foretold a doom so hard. 
He too moved onward, whispering as he went ; 

" Wherefore so pen»ive? so bewildered why ? " 
When the hid reason of my care I told, 

The sage thus counselled : " That dark prophecy, 
I charge thee, still in thy remembrance hold. 

And mark thou this" — ^he rabed his finger here — 
" When thou shalt stand before the gentle ray 

Of hert to whose &ir eye all things are clear, 
Thy life's whole pilgrimage will she display." 

To the left hand my master turned him then ; 
Quitting the wall, we tow'rd the centre wound, 

By a small path, descending to a glen 
Whence a foul stench uprising, floated round. 

* " Yet— fifty tintt ere Ijima'i vitagt bum — 
Hots hard duU Itttonit, thytiif ihalt kwcA." 
I Sratrice, in ParuliM. 
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NOTES. 



(1) CANTO I. 

" Darkling amid the deep obscute he teemed." 

Chi pel luDgo ailenziQ parea fiocQ. 

It is best to keep at peace with criuc and commentator by avoiding 
the fopperj of new readings, la this pasaaj;e, however, I am con- 
ttiained to voiy from the uauat acceptatloa bccajse it is not very in- 
telligible. " One who from long disuse of speech appeared hoaiee :" 
lhi« ia the common version. But as yet Virgil has not spoken a ayl- 
lable— did the poet then guaaa that he was hoarao from hia appear- 
ance only ? Or how ma; a person look hoarse ? 

Besides, boarseneds is nithei an effect of too much talking than of 
refiaining from Fpeecb ; neither are we taught any where else that 
the apirita among whom Vugil dwells are ttl all taciturn. On the 
contrary, as soon as he returns to Limbo, he is most cordially greeted 
by his brother bards, who are evidently quite a conversible race, and 
distinguished in this respect &om those others who spoke rarely, " con 

It would seem then that Dante is only continuing the same figure 
which he employs a line or two before — " dove'l sol tace," where 
the sun ta sitenl — par quel lungo silentio — through that depth of 
gloom — jMtrea Jioca — a form was dimly seen. The more poetical 
signification of silence is oflen darknesa ralher than absolule depri- 
Tation of sound. Silent has the force of intffeclvai, and thia use of 
the word is thought by Dr. Johnson a hebraism. In the Bible this 
passage' finm i. Saniuel ii. 9, " (he wicked shall be silent in dark - 
neas" ia not far from Virgil'a " loca nocte silentia late." By turning 
indeed to the sixth book of the .£neid, we shall find that Virgil 
oflen uses similar eipresaions merely by way of metaphor. He speaks 
of " umbra lilentes," yet there is do lack of noise in the realm 
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of TutwuB — HiuM too olli a coandl of iheu mUoU ohm — " eoneiU 
ium vocKt ailentiim" — therefbra utter dumbnen ia not nippOMble. 
Petnrch bm a laiinet eading tbiu 



Raro an nlenzio, i 


in loIitBrio OTTOTfl 


D'ombroaaselvai 


nsi tanto mi piicque : 


Be non, che del m 


io Sol troppo si perde 



Here, allhough xUmxio may bo rendered either nay, the conceit 
loeei much of its point, UDleag it is taken to mean " nn lolitario 

Aa to the word " fioco " in tbia passage it ii not easjr to lee the 
propriety of translating it hoarse in coonection with either sense of 
silenzio— neither nlence or darkness cBasing anjr roughness of nt- 
tarance. In Canto III it is applied to light, '* fioco lume " — the in- 
diatinct light ; and wbj should it signify othorvise here ! Certainly 
it is no unusual straining of a trope to B.pply the aame word both to 
light and sound. " Fuscus " in Latin is used in a like way. Quinc- 
tilian, Lib. zi. Cap. III. has " fiiBca vox." Cicero aod Pliny also war- 
rant tbe phrase. I find in another place that Neio had a voice, liLe 
Antony's, "fuacam." 

Boccacio's note upon tbia passage is not quite satisfactory, though 
somewhat physiological. Tbe amount of what he aaya is this. 
The effect of lileoce is to cause a moistnesa of the throat which 
produces a hoaneneBs ; or elae, by'r lady, it may cause a dryness 
which bIbo produces a hoBTBenesB (for this effect defective <oines by 
cause) or else it may be — as 'twere I cannot tell how. 

Scolari with more clearness thinks" fioco "means" fiacco, "weak. 



(2) CANTO I. 

"Deemed me unGuthfhl to bis faoly laws." 
Ut^aithfid is a harsh word for one who was in truth ujikruncing of 
the Law ; but the original, " ribellante," ia yet more so, Dante is a 
rigid believer whom even Calvin might have called orthodof. His 
phrase is something acriptural — he will not hold Virgil and bis com- 
psnions guiltless although guilty through ignorance — " they are of 
those that rdid against the light — they know not the ways thereof." 
Job. ixiv. 
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(3) CANTO III. 
" Him who through feir the great E«fiu*l made." 

*' II gran riSuto " leenii to refer to aome more fkmoua poBRagfl ia 
hiitorj tbiin the abnegation of the Popedom by Celeattne V — but that 
thii muBt hare been an event of great consequence in the age of 
Dante, is very clear. It had even fband its way into hezametera, 
not a little, it u true, smacking of the cloister. 

In the third volume of Horatori, Rer. Italic. Script, there is pre- 
served a long and elaboratetj piosj poem In three books upon the 
lite of this Pontiff— Opua metricum Jacobi CBrdiaalia 8. Georpi ad 
Velum-aurenin, coaevi et in Fapata familiaris. The following trsns- 
sciipt Iron it is a« much to the point and about as poetica] as the 
rat of it. 

Fit monachos gui Papa fiiit, wmplexq. racerdoa, 
Fraesul et inclinana aliis qui regia sceptra. 
Imperii Diadema sacrum, milraeq. bicornes 
Illustiis spectandua Herus etc. etc. 



(4) CANTO X. 
<' Then I slone opposed that base decree." 
This passage maj be illustrated by the following Irom Heefaierel 
lis' BDnals of Florence. Book 11. Anno 1S60. " Manfred had sent 
to the Ghibelines as leader of his forces the Count Giordano, a man, 
at that time, of high repute in arms. The same — after the victory — 
marched with the Gbibelines to Florence, and reduced that city en- 
tirely to (he dominion of Manfred, sbolishing the magistracies and 
every other vestige of its former freedom. This wrong, perpetrated 
with so little prudence, was received with universal indignation ; the 
people, already unfriendly to the Ghibelines, now became their most 
implacable foes, and the consequence was in course of time their 
utter destruction. The Count Giordano, being compelled by afiairs 
of Slate to return to Naples, left in Florence, se Viceroy, the Count 
Guido Novello, lord of Cnsentino. This latter culled a council of 
Ghibelines at Empoli, where il was concluded on at! hands that, in 
order to keep the Ghibeline parly strong in Tuscany, it was neces- 
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78 MOTES. 

Birj to destroy Florence, which was a mere naraery of Guelft, cipa- 
ble, OD occasion, of supptjing plenty of people to relDfbree the side of 
the Church. To this aenteiice thug cruelly prooounced sgsinit M> 
noble a city, there was not a single Florentine nho made opposition, 
except only Hesser Farinata degli TJberti. He alone, openly and 
unconditionally denounced it thus : — 

" For mine own part, O Gbibelinea, I will avow that I have not 
with so much toil incurred so many and so grea.! periU, but for the 
pleasing hope of one day dwelling in the repose and shelter of my 
native land. Nor is it now a time for me to give up that wish which 
hath so long lain close to my heart, nor to refuse that privilege which 
Fortune holds out to mine acceptance. Nay, I would have all tbosa 
who with different Bendments design otherwise, to consider me no 
lesB on enemy to them than I have been, and am to the Guel&, and 
if any one of them is pitiful enough to be alarmed at the existence 
of hia birth-place, let him raise faia hand against it to ruin it, if he 
dare, for I troat that the same valor which helped to drive out the 
Guelb from the city of my love will also now enable me to defend 
it. Fartnata was a man of great soul — excellent in war — the bend of 
the Ghibelines, and held by Manfred in high esteem. Hia authority 
put an end to that project." 

The affection of Farinata for his native city calls to mind that 
beautiful oration of Camillus in Livy — Book V. where heso warm- 
ly oppoaea the proposal of the tribunea to leave Rome to iti desola- 
tion and remove to Veil. 

Dante is himself a Ghibeline, although Farinata, in his ignorance 
of his present poution, looks upon him a« still a Gnelf. The poet 
therefore exalts the characterof hiaown party by giving to the fierce 
aristocrat, a grandeur of mind and a lofly tone not unlike that of 
Coriolonus. 

If yon have writ your annala true, 'tis there 
That like an eagle in a dove cote, 1 
Fluttered the Ghibelines in Empoli: 
Alone, I did it. 
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A WOKD MOM WITH THE READER. 



Having R>niier1y attempted to render a good portion of the " Di- 
vina Commedia" into English triplets, I found, in looking over my 
detached fragments, thai the difficulty of the work was too plainly 
discernible under a partial only and inelegant succesB. Tbe mors 
exactly the measure was imitated, the ruder (hs verse ; and the more 
this fault was avoided, the greater the deviation from tbe true sense. 
It were easy to paraphrase a writer whose meaDing is bo compressed 
that very often a single senlenae is hammered out by the annotators, 
like a little tump of gold, into whole volumes of leaf. But under 
tbe restrictioD of fidelity, our language will not allow an exact like* 
nesdof tba structure adopted by Dante to be prolonged vary far, 
without a frequent incurrence of barbarisms tbroogh stress of rhyme. 
This may well be granted when we observe the occasional shifts that 
Dante himself is forced upon' — the false assonances and sometimes 
a quaint and harsh usage of words not wholly attributable to the 
immature 4ge of his dialect. Lord Byron had patience enough to 
make a version of the story of " FraDceaca " according to the orig- 
inal measure, and moreover chose the same form for another poem — 
a Hublimer strain too than many of his more fortunate ones — but 
both performances merely prove what small liope there is for inferior 
fingers to play powerfully upon a similar string. Besides, it is ques- 
tionable how far this mole-counting is required of an artist. Per- 
haps tbe strict adherence to tbe triple jingle is about as important to 
tbe truth of the likeness as the petty care taken by many translators 
to tie themselves to tbe precise number of lines found in their origi- 
nal, and to show by marginal figures that they are malbemHticaily 

• "SpMkinioflh 
iMi Rnalpwrii uoM 



D,i.,.db, Google 



74 

ftilhfhl. To luch keen arithmelicianB it were doubtleu ■ damniiig 
flaw should some of these pages happen to fall short, now and then, 
even of the concise allowance of the most spuing of all pools. 

Still charmed bj the touch of the migbl; niaaler, I have now en- 
deavored to follow him, for a liltle, in amelre which permite a closer 
traiucript of his meaning. That which Beemed the most eligible is 
the stately and solemn quatrain, the stanza of Gray and of Drjden. 
This is Ibe nearest approach to the lengthened harmony of the Ital- 
ian terza rima which is recognised by English ears. It is more than 
a resemblance — as far as it ie carried, it is the same. Having thus 
roogh-hewn about a third part of Iha "Infemo," it did not seem in- 
judicioua to submit these first ten cantos to the opinion of those who 
are qualified to estimate their value; that if approved I may have the 
heart to go on — if otherwise the prudence to give up a needless un- 
dertaking which could promise at best onjj the minor praise due to 
a shilf^il copier. 

It could hardly be hoped, at this late day, to render a work which 
bas remained so long inaccessible, except to scholars, a popular En- 
gliah poem. The taste Ibrallegory is satisfied with a slender supply — 
one good specimen perhaps is enough for a language. In this prov- 
ince of the world of imagination, the right of preoccupation ia 
paramount, and the vulgar already have their " Commedia " in tha 
admirable dream of John Bunyan. The more refined, amid I Wll- 
dernsss of delight, seldom choose to tread the precincts of gloom 
and pain. Others, who might be led by a pteaaanter path to the 
place of horror, are appal led at the erudite perplexities, the darkness 
■nd the doubt which even the learned eomplajn of. Yet that this 
apparent obscurity has been overcharged will be acknowledged by 
very many students. Many wilt admit that their brains acho no 
Diore over the "Divina Commedia" than over the pages of Al fieri 
or Manzoni. This indeed is, and must continue, contrary to the gen- 
•ral opinion of the poem ; for, from its nature, it is fated to be the 
study of a particular class of readers only. However the old women of 
Veronamayhava enjoyed it, when itsaatire was fresh, the sort of 
popularity which causes the more taking strains of Tasso to ba 
recited to this day, on the Mole aiNaples, it never can attain. To 
understand it well presupposes more intimacy with ancient authors 
than is usually the giCl of those who snatch theii literature distract- 
edly and in haita. It has besome no prodigy, in the uniTersality of 
•dtteatioB, to find tt maehanis or a nan of basinNs who kw cnltivat- 
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•d « landabl« fkmiluritj wilb ifae great worki of anliquitj. But 

tbiB clau muBt commonlj atop at (he first hardly wod fountain tot 
which tbaj have acquired a reliab. Enough for them the beauty — 
the early simple beautj of the ancieata — vrhatever lies farther on 
is sacretl to ibe more leisuretf. luto the enchanted region which 
lies beyond th« classics our Athenian blackamithe do not intrude. 
To them Dante is sealed forever by the fine-spun diacueaione and 
abatrnBa explanations of the commentators. 

It ia certainly a chilling consideration that the Iliad — save the sa- 
cred books, reckoned the oldest eitant — written loo in the tongue of 
an age which was antiquity to the prophet Isaiah — should be a less 
disputed theme and more plainly comprehended than this production 
of comparatively modern times, whose dialect is that of to-day — the 
charBflera of which are men whose portraits and whose armor yet 
hang in thegsllerieB of their old castles — and the localities of which 
are as hodiemaJ hb Saint Peter's and London bridge. A modest read- 
er is awed at the amouot of book-learning which be is presumed to 
pOSfOBS before he can peruse the Sphinx-like scroll. He soon tires of 
the mjBterleB that envelope a single line. How often must )ie pause 
in his admiration, until authorized by the notes to admire hislorical- 
ly; how often is he turned aside from some passage full of poetry 
and pathos to aontempiate the ailly arguments, the verbal peculiarly 
ties, and pOBsitte allegory, that the eipoundera have so elaborately 
piled upon it. Now it is dear that the poet in changing his " Ultima 
regna cAnam " for the present " Nel mezzo cammio " — in descending 
from the stiff dignity of a dead language to the common speech of 
mortals, designed to make his book intelligible, plain and universal. 
In an era when saintly doctors and aages committed their thoughts 
to the fixed and unalterable diction of former generations, he steps 
forth &om the crowd of pedants and Bcboliasts and Ciceros of the 
cloister to speak in the tongue of the people — in the pbrose of Cac- 
ciaguida and his townsmen of Floreoce. It ia true chat as he was 
Ceither writing a novel, nor an " article " for an hour's pastime — as 
he felt that he was engaged in a sacred labor to which heaven and 
earth lent their aid, he put forth bis slienglh to the task, and he de- 
maads of his reader some portion of intellectual exertion. His was 
a genius that could not cooaent to spin love-sonnetg to the last, and 
they whose studies ere of the magazine sort must doubtless find that 
ha talks in parables hard and prolix. That a^s has dimmed his al- 
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lunoni cannot be denied, bat hu prevailing feature ii bj no m«aiu 
either obicurily or barahaesB. 

It would be unjust to lax him with all the strained anslogiea and 
involved references to forgotten events and psreoangei which be 
baa gathered from the generositj of his interpreters, ll is absurd to 
find in bis verse not only more meaning than meets tbe ear, bnl 
more than meets (he underBtanding or himself intended. He offers 
himself to the world as a Poet — the sixth among those of " la bella 
BCDola, " whereof Homer is tbe master, and it is as a Poet we are ts 
receive him — not as a mere chronicler or a grammarian or a philoso- 
pher. Even when blind to the allegery, we need not be dsEif to the 
poesy. Is there not somewhat in Hamlet which ia not essilj under- 
stood P Is there not much in Holy Writ ? Is the song of Solomon 
leSB beautiful to those who cannot see ita relation to tbe Saviour ? It 
is equally unfair, but it if not an unusual error lo consider the " Com- 
medis" in respect to its style, as an old-fashioned, antiquated produc- 
tion — " the stretched mslre of sn antiqae song " — made up of obso- 
lete Bipresaions and qnaint in stniclure ns in thought. Many who 
count tbemsolvea tolerable scholars, really believe it Id stsud in Ital- 
ian literature as primitively and perversely uncouth as the works of 
Chaucer ei at least of Spencer appear in ours. Several Englieh wri- 
ters have not a little helped to promote Ibis fallacy by treating of it 
as if the author were a kind of " ancient Gower " who had absolute- 
ly (he creation of hia language. There is some confusion of chro- 
nology on this point. Dante died a few years before Chaucer waa 
bom ; but it is proper to keep in mind that whereas two hnodred 
years before the age of the latter, Britain retained its rude Saion 
jargon, at that time Italian was the elegant speech of a polished 
people, and had been, lor many centuries. The term "volgore" cannot 
be applied to i( in its lower sense — it was (be vulgar idiom indeed, 
bill the vulgar idiom of courtiers and of princes— in ducal, in epis- 
copal courts. Before the date of the Saxon Heptarchy— a sufficient- 
ly barbaroUB era in British history — Latin had given way in Italy to 
its more melodious offspring, 

Dante ranks among us in somewhat of the same predicament with 
Goethe. Both seem vapid and uninspiring to those who cannot 
drink of their fountain! at (he rock; source. But the Florentine has 
this advantage over the bard of Weimar; that time, which alone 
forms the enduring crystal, has tested by upwards of half a thouaand 
ages tbe hardness of his reputation, and proved thai it u not glaaa. 
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The opinion of what we call tha world — the cotempoTarj' wwld — ia 
fBllKcious) but ibe judgment of thereat world — the world of genera- 
tions — miiBt be accepted ; the one is the seeming horizon that eilsnds 
a little waj only, the olhei ii the true one nbich embraces the hem- 
isphere. In this unirarsal verdict how few are the names, IVom the 
great flood, which maj justly be catalogued with Dante ! And even 



of these how few are not indebted to that whici 






compass — the luck of precedency in dato^ He hoB not indeed left 
one of thoBe UDiversal worka which eisci tribute from all sjnipa- 
thies. There ia an individuality in hia imagination which makes 
those whose fancies run wholly in another vein, sensible only of his 
difGcultj or his dulneaa. He is less to be commended than loved, 
and they who truly feel his charm will need no argument for their 
passionate fondness. With them be has attained that highest favor 
of an author — exemption from those canons to which the little herd 
must bow. As in the case of our own Shakspeare, it does not much 
affect our judgment that B profbnnd Schlegel should have igno- 
rantlj praised, er a witty Voltaire flippantly abused him. So with 
Dante — whether be has been glorified by the Germans or derided by 
Frenchmen it matters little. Yet if renown be at all measurable 
by number of editions or variety of commentators, he may hold bis 
head above all other poets in this respect. Consider loo how far his 
fiune has travelled. It is true, mere wideness of reputation is noth- 
ing now-a-days except as it is concomitant with durability. Bnl if 
Horace, amid the groves of Tibur, already pin-feathered in imagina- 
tion, could plume himself on the prospect of being one day read be- 
side the Rhone, let it also be remembered what a stretch it is from 
Amo to the Hudson. 

Aware of all this, many of those who would number among their 
poetical acquaintance the great imaginative mind of the middle ages, 
wander why, in the most approved versions, they find so little to 
repay them for a study BO severe. The learning, skill and patience 
of those wbo have expoonded the " dark Italian Hierophant " — a la- 
bor which Charles Lamb compared to the explication of the Apo- 
calypse — ore generally conceded. But it requires almost equal tal- 
ents and learning to appreciate their merits. Ilia constantly requi- 
site to refer to the original fbr an elucidation of the elucidator ; and 
when by the aid of comparison and conjecture the sense is obtained, 
the utmost that is gratified is curioaiiy. There is this advantage 
which a Ibreign author must always possess over his translators, A 
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•tnnga tongiu auily faidM poverty of tboufht — a traak Lttin nr 
Greek line for initance, >ppean to h«ve more value thsa the sama 
idea rendarad remacular. To lu the poorest of TuUj'i does not 
■eem altogether lo execrable. Thai insipidity likewise which ti 
veiled for ui by the gracioui accent of Tuscany, and which u di^ 
nified for en Italian by obiolete words and an antique cast, whan 
turned iDlo plun, palpable modern Eagliah, ia pot to a bacd test. 
Nor ia a servile imitator allowed to bestow his tadiouiineBa as freely 
a> if lie were speaking in his own person. The beauties, if he ex- 
hibit any , belong to his masler, of course ; the stupidity must needs 
he his own. " Fas est obrepere somnnm " must not be quoted by a 
translator. 

It should slso be urged in bvor of the eopiirs of Dante tbat his 
style would be unfairly represented by a version polished, fkcile and 
barmonioiu in the extreme. Chapmnn, perhaps, with all his coarse- 
neta, might have hit bis manaer more nearly than Fope. How dif- 
ferent a narration would the author of Eloiea's Epistle have mads of 
the story in the fifth Canto — how would be have spun out the vo- 
luptuous particulais, in all their Iblness, of that happy sorrow! "The 
transient roses flying from the cheek — the clasping arms glued 
around the phantom — the delicious poison of 

— smiling eyes altemp'ring every ray 
And sweetly lambent with celestial day." 

Dante dwells not long upon the details. A few pithy touches — b 
deep stroke or two in the right place — the tale is told. 

But Foecolo — Hacaalay — Csrlyle have already eiprened whatever 
the world was wailing to have uttered on this head. Further com- 
ment on his manner would be supererogatory. Nor is it quite just to 
dilate so much as some have done upon his concise method of narra- 
tion. As a simple relater of a story it were Idle to compare liis art with 
dat of many other writers. Why overland that brevity of descrip- 
tion which is not uniibrmly a merit f He does not always condescend 
either to describe or to narrBte. He too frequently shows his pow- 
er by outlines only. He contents himself with hints and reminis- 
cences; for he treats of what is known, of what has already been told. 
From his chary muse Ovid's fable of "Myrrha" obtains as few verses 
as he devotes to " Pia." This peculiarity has led a French critic to 
remark that the great defect of his poem is its " lack of episode," 
whereupon another asserts that it is made ap of episadw, and noth- 
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iog elM. But indeed if one innit be thus technicel, there ii room 
ibr blame. Not infrequeDtlj hie curt panimoDy of pbrase becomea 
a fault, and we are forced to wish that the imperfect speaker had 
lold us more. Yet this blemish, too, lilts ita opposite one of tire- 
aomeneM, is mainly perceptible in the translation. The attempla to 
restore tba old picture bring out its wont apots. When the Poet il 
least to be praised there is still s majesty, a mnaic in 
in bta tuoat unfracioua mood, 

" Quanto aspetto real ancor ritiene '. ' 



In eonaequeiice then of his eccentric flight, the ordinary epio 
atatntes were aa ill a measure for him us Aristotle's would be tor 
Skakspeare. If the Inferno be judged by any other poem it should 
only be by the Purgatorio and the Fsradiso. The critic may not find 
it always correct, complete, and regulated with classical eiaotnesa; 
fbr the latitude of hie theme allows him a correapondiug license of 
style. The Poet is in the nnivBiaal realm, beyond the bounds of 
Time. The distinctioiis of earth are dead for him. Being among 
all ordera and all generations af men, be is Iree from the fear of an- 
Bohroniam and, w^tb a liberty which Hilton dared to follow, he 
mingles Elysium with Far«dise— the beings of Olympus with aainla 
and seraphim — the monstera of mythology with the heroes of romance. 
He brings together in one dreadful scene goda and devils — cardinals 
and centaurs — all Pagan, and all ecclesiaatical imagery. In hia hands, 
Virgil becomes a trlie belierer, and even the healbsn deities are 
veiled with a hue of Catholicism, like the brazen Jove which mod- 
em faith haa christened into an apoatla. He looks at once upon indi- 
viduals of all perioda — he recognizee, with a single glance, Averroea 
and Plato — Tristan, Achillea and Semiramis — the sage Tireaiaa and 
Michael Bcott. He sees the baronial tyrants of bis own age plunged 
with Dionydua and Alexander in a river of boiling blood. They 
are guarded by the Uinotaur ; and the Furiea, at the gates of the 
iron-walled city of Uia, are repelled by an angel from the throne of 
the Host High. In his wild incongruity, his grotesque deviations 
ftom the beaten way of art, he reminds ni, at times, of those ediGcea 
ID Tuscany which are neither Greek nor Gothic, yet bear a resem- 
blaneeto both. He recalls tfaalchequeredfaaein Florence — hiaown 
darling — " it mio bel San Giovanni "~be«utiful but strange ; an an- 
tiqoe novelty — elegant in its very uncouthjieBI ; M OUCe ft ChrialUB 
baptistery and an old temple of Hars. 
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Stilt il would bs s lifht eitimatioa of the " Divina CommsdiK " 
to regard it umplj a* a work of pure Gclion. The place it claims 
in Htslorj, and the renlltB partly owing to its inSticnce upon opin- 
ion, require that it ihould be approached with reverence aa well aa 
with love. It derivea ita modem interest not odIj from the iltuatra- 
tien it aSbrda of the old feudal afo, but in some degree from the re- 
lation which its character! or evenU hold to the presenl period. It 
ia of mere ichoot-boj importance for us to learn the geaealogj of 
the penona^eB in the Iliad. What Iheji did or whore they dwelt ia 
of no conaequence except to the Fancy. But it does concern aa to 
know about tbe men whose usuipatieni, whose vices or whose tal- 
ents led oo, step by etep, to thai great leligiona emancipation which 
even yel is not wholly complete. In thin poem bJio we find our 
faithfullegl record of the science of those times which gave il birth ; 
for we may salely believe thai ils author embodied in himself all the 
learning of that day. Any farther enlargement upon his intellectual 
rank may come with h belter grace from one of bis own country- 
men, to whose enthusiasm wilt be allowed somewhat thai, put forth 
by a mere amauuenaia, might provoke a amile of negation. From 
an eloquent Lecture by one of our besl Italian scholais, I am per- 
mitted to transcTit)e the following paragraph : 

•' Dante wtu the true Father of the RefonnatioD. Nothing in Ibis 
particular can equal tbe boldness of hia muse. Il strikes without 
distinction at tbe crowns of kings, the mitres of bishops, the tiara of 
the Pope bimsetf. With regard to the latter, he disputes hia tem- 
poral power; he denounces bis spiritual uaurpBtioos ; be denies hia 
infallibility ; he denies him the power of absolution end eicommu- 
nicalion. He believes in our salvation by grace; he exposes the 
intrignea and corruption of the Papal court, and the venality of ben- 
efices ; he sees in Papal Rome (he luBlful beast of the Revelationa ; 
be deplores in the church of Christ tbe continual traffic in the name 
of Christ, and solicits him to come and chase the venders and buyers 
of bis holy church, of the holy temple cemented and consecrated 
by tbe blood of tbe Martyrs. Moreover, he was tbe greatest phi- 
losopher of his age. We are filled with aslODisbment when, in the 
beginning of the fourteenth century, we find him uttering thoee 
scientific prophecies, made almost two ages before they were verified. 
He shewed himself familiar with the sphericity of Che earth, and al- 
luded to the eiislence of a western hemisphere. He manifests an 
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M with the thaor; of the windi and a onrioM iiwigbt into 
the phenomeaon o[ the production of run. He hiated el the lawi 
of grsTJIalion— anticipated Newton's theorf of attraction and repul- 
aion, and anDonnced tbe tendency of the magnet la the poler Btar. 
He deEcribed, in a verj poetical manaei, a cloek which Bounda ma- 
tins to awaken the spouse of God and make her seek bis love. He 
anticipated also the discovery of the circnlation of the blood; he 
described and explained the phenomenon of the ehootiog stars, and 
long before the telescope oF Galileo, he taught us that the milky 
way was nothing else than the combination of light with an im- 
menae multitude of smaller orbs." 

In estimating the character of this poem, there seems to be much 
ground Air the opinion that its author coosidered himself as one des- 
tined to work some important change. He was a spirit of loo much 
reaiity to turn aside in the strength of his manhood — after hard ser- 
vice in Geld and council — in the fulnesa of experience — in the fulness 
of sorrow — for the sake of amusing himself with an idle song. It 
isimposaiblo, at this day, to be sure tbat we comprehend bis aim. 
Whether with prophetic eyes he was looking forward to the happy 
innovations of coming centuries ; or whether, wholly absorbed in 
remembrance, his only design was to record and punish the infamy 
of the past, we can neither assert nor deny. Many seeds must al- 
ways be scattered before tbe fortunate one that springs up into a 
visible snd permanent growlb. The glory of the Reform has ac- 
cordingly been deduced from other kindred sources ; even Petrarch's 
name has been written down with those of Erasmus and Alelanc- 
thon. Granting whatever allowances are due to fervent admiration, 
thus much must be acknowledged, No era In the annals of litera- 
ture is more clearly distinguished than that Roslaration which dates 
from the time of Dante. Till ibon letters had smouldored in mon- 
asteries — their dull warmlh enjoyed only by the monk and tbe re- 
cluse. He EiBt restored them ta the world in a style worthy of the 
great master whom he professed to imitate. We may very reasona- 
bly trace to him that opposition betweeo learning and the Papacy 
which shook the Church in its strongest bold, and was not soothed 
until the prudent benignity of Leo bought back tbe favor of the 
Bcholar, and wan over to himself the minstrel and the artist. 

Had the work of reforming Christianity begun as in first institu- 
tion began, amongtbe unlettered and the towly, the bookmen of tha 

11 
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cloiatcr might have fought agdiiBt it more Hacceufullj. But the 
pioDeera in this cauae were not fishermen now. The student and 
the sage took up arms against the mitre, ander the sign of the crow — 
the gentle spirits of the closet and library were already stirred — the 
Poet had girded on the aword of Purification — the liberal and culli- 
vated classes were ripe tor the coming of the monk who was to 
awaken the people. When tre consider the hardihood it required 
of (his monk to step forth from the ranks of the faithffal and pro- 
mulgate his heresy — remembering too the timidity with which such 
men aa Erasmus avoided an open militant attitude with established 
errors, we may well be surpriaed at the daring plainness with which 
Dante, almost two hundred years before, handled the faults of the 
Holy See. He abounds with implicit allusions to truths evidently 
of old growth in his own ioind, bat as yet unfamiliar to Ibe world. . 
He antedates in his own opinions the purged Catholicism of modem 
times. The same manliness of thought, which led him in a super- 
stitious era, when astrology and necromancy were smongthe tenets 
even of the wise, to speak so contemptoously of magic and its im- 
postures, emboldens him also against the chicanery of the crosier. 
The philosophical historian may not allow that the revivsl of Let- 
ters was the moving principle of the Reformation. It is very evident 
that neither poetry nor painting nor music could have been a capable 
instrument. We know that it was even feared that the result of 
these might rather have been to restore Paganism. The study of 
the classics too often went hand in hand with impiety and licen- 
tiousness to prove more than a weak weapon against the Evil One. 
To this day, the early Fathers of modem literature, both in France 
and Italy, are pointed at for their coarse profanity. Above and be- 
yond all these Dante stands apart and undefiled. He neither seeks 
to furnish fools with jesta and ribaldry, nortakes the pen with tender 
fingers tor his own elegant amusement. It is for him a battle-axe. 
In his grandeur and gloom, in the deep ardor of his enmity, he 
seems among the great names of his country more tike a sturdy Get- 
man than a.sigbing Florentine. In his earnestness and truly Chris- 
tian zeal — in tone and sentiment at least, he is indeed an earlier 
Luther, Yet the difference is wide between them. We cannot 
eauly conceive the devout and passionate poet changed by the reflui 
of public qpinion into a staid and qniet Protestant. It is hard to 
guess in what modem perversion of ihs primitive creed his Faith 
could have tbund a resting place. In what present sect or form might 
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he Dot itill hare eDooanterei] tbe craft aod pride and avarice of the 
cboichniaD — corruption worth; of b Pops, and ain deaerviag a cor- 
ner in eomo new Canto of Hell ? 

With Buch views of the character and serioUB importance of the 
"Dirina Commedia, " it i a plain that it should not be lightly «p- 
proached by a translator in a mere torn of enthtigiaam. It demanda 
ID justice more care and deliboratioo than ooe ehould bestow on fais 
private pleasure. If the iron Alighieri himself confessed that his 
•acred song had made him lean, through many years, it may be 
acknowledged that, forordinary faculties, simply to iranemule tbe 
precious ore into a merchantable sbape were no insignificant work. 
To render him properly requires in short somewhat of Dante's own 
moods — it needs time and toil — fasting and solitude might not be 

It ii only to obtain the judgment of the scholar upon the compar- 
atiTC quality of my little apecimen, and the probable value of the 
nndertaking, that this ordeal of egotism is incoired. Tbe kindness, 
perhaps, will be greater should he receive it less according to its 
deserts tbsn after his own honor and the dignity of the subject. 
Yet even his blame is not so much to be deprecated as his utter 
silence ; and sorely the respect due (o the master ought to shield the 
servant from his indifference^Hjut of reverence to the god perhapl 
be may not scorn the suppliant— or may the pedantry be pardoned 
me of giving the Sophoclean phrase ; 

fiil ft' Hzi/ioy, toS 6105 ^e'fTii/oot&iijy, 
oBiaii Aip^ JB, (tijdiy &>tihi^v J^tio;. 
The fkirar class of critics, also, in the inevitable dulness of mueb of 
this version, will take into consideration tbe object essentially aimed 
at. AltboDgh it must be rated by its merits as a piece of Gogliab 
Terdfication,areqDiaite equally impsrions is that it should keep to 
the sense of tbe Original. 

T. W. PAE80NS. 

BoMtmt, Jtdy, 1S43. 
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